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three or four generations ago, and was a
memory of we knew not what unfinished
scheme.
From there I went to look for the
players, and called for information on a
young priest, who had invited them and
taken upon himself the finding of an
audience. He lived in a high house with
other priests, and as I went in I noticed
with a whimsical pleasure a broken pane
of glass in the fanlight over the door, for
he had once told me the story of an old
woman who a good many years ago quar-
relled with the bishop, got drunk and
hurled a stone through the painted glass.
He was a clever man who read Meredith
and Ibsen, but some of his books had been
packed in the fire-grate by his housekeeper,
instead of the customary view of an Italian
lake or the coloured tissue-paper. The
players, who had been giving a performance
in a neighbouring town, had not yet come,
or were unpacking their costumes and
properties at the hotel he had recom-
mended them. We should have time,
he said, to go through the half-ruined
town and to visit the convent schools
and the cathedral, where, owing to his